46    THE CYCLE OF SPRING
Yes, they are like the turnips, which
cling to the ground.
Dada
Well, then, listen to me------
How awful! Here's Dada going to
run amuck with his quatrains.
Oh dear, oh dear ! The quatrains
are let loose. There's no holding
them in.
To all passers-by I give notice that
Dada's quatrains have gone mad, and
are running amuck.
Chandra
Dada ! Don't take any notice of
their fun. Go on with your reading.
If no one else can survive it, I think
I can. I am not a coward like these
fellows.
Come on, then, Dada.    We won't